 Towzers Advice 


*TO THE 


SCRIBLERS, 


Forbibing them to come near his Kennel, upon pain 
of being Torn mm PICCes. 


unthZouwzert o GOA 

Ou Bold, Saucy, Impertinenr, / Audacious Currs, that have Braved it in my Ab- 

ſence, now look to your ſelves, lurk cloſe in your Kennels, be not ſo impudent as 

ence to lurk out, or at leaſt be not'ſo Fool-hardy as to appear in publick, for now 

Ton3ty 1s come home again, and you ſhall no ſooner ſtir our of your lurking holes, 

but I will be Biting you, and tare out your very Throat: Nay, I will ſhake you into Hell, 
for Purgatory is too good for ſuch Heretick Doggs; you have been in my abſence perperual 
Barkers it my Juſt-Aſs-ſhip, becauſe you choughr | was ſafe enough, and roo far off to hure 
you; but now my Worſhip's come home again, Iam reſolved ro Worry you ſo as never 
Whelps were Worried: what do ye think, 1 that had courage to Worry City and Country, 
and all the Loyal SubjeAs in the Kingdom, .nay, and bid defiance to the Parliament it ſelf, 
will be diſturbed by fuch a company of little whibling Currs as you ſilly Scriblers are z or 
do you think my beifig Chained up ſo long hath tamed me, if you do, I aflure you, you 
will find your ſelves miftaken, fot I am truſty Roper ſtill : nay, I am by thac means grown 
more Fierce and Curſt then ever, my being Chained ſo long, hath had no other effect 
upon me, than the ſtopping the curranc of a River, when the Dam is broken down, it runs 
with the greater violence and force : You have made a great noiſe about my being a Papiſt, 
bur I will make you'to know, I am as good a Churchman as ever went to Auricular Con- 
feſſion, and as'good a Proteſtant as the King of Spain, and I will affure you, I have as ge- 
nerous defiens to promote the Proteſtant Religion, as any Pater Noſter maker of them all, 
and I queſtion nor, bur my ww” py anſwer my induſtry and expeCtation, if things fall 
- out to my mind, IT muſt confeſs, I was once miſtaken'in my Meaſures, when I choughr 
tq have quieted the Parliament with a Cruſt, and bribed chem wich a Bone, and by wag=- 
ing my Tayl at them, and fawning on them, have ſweetly wheedled them by the empry 
ſhaddow of a juſt Aſſembly, to have thought well of me, or at leaſt to have ler me lye quier 
and undiſturbed inmy Kennel, and if Tam taking wrong meaſures' now, I cannot help ir. 
But hang'c, I am reſolv'd ro do my urtermoſt to promote the Catholiek Caufe, by pretending 
co be againſt it, whereby F hope in tithe to obrain my delire, ahd make a Holyday to ſee 
Oates and his Gatig Godfred of Tyburned : Bur theſe Plaguy Scriblers hunc me fo cloſe, 
they will find me' out in all my Diſguiſes, but 1 hope this diſguiſe will do me ſome good, 
by daunting their courage, or if not then, [ will wiſh, Oh. chat I had but power to hang'my. 
Padlock upon the Preſs once. more,. aud then, Oh how I would tickle chem © bur fince T 
cannot Plague them that way, if they will be ſuch imperious Currs, ta make my old Ser- 
vant the Preſs continually Bark and Yelpar me; andif you Cits the Bookſellers will be ſo 
filly and impudent, as to defile your Shops, and naufty your Counters, with thoſe ſcurrilous 
durty Pamphlets, I fear by Saint Coleman, Iwill ſpeedily come with my Broom and ſweep 
them clean again, and when the worſt comes to the worſt, 1 can ſerve you the ſame lip- - 
pery trick I did before, that is, ſlip the Halter, and run away like a Sheepbiter, | 


From the Pallace of my Fuft-Aſs-ſhip ® 
in Maſquerade Row, 1bis 2G day 
of February, 1680, 


Tower many ſhaped: 


- ( 2) 


Towzers Confeſlion. 


G Ood People hearken to my monrnful Ditty, 
Which now will be wellcome to your Citty ; 


Of Strangle, m become KRecanting Towzer, 
Though *tis well known 1 formerly was Bowzer. 
Had I foreſeen the Croſſneſs of theſe times, 

The wor'd ſhou!d ne're have known of ha'f my Crimes, 
But all the Nation ſhould have Sworn for me, 
That Iwas a true Proteſtant Strangle. 


To honeſt Noll I'was a dexterons Blade, 

At my Bumfid!e I had learnt my Trade, 

Llnd had ſuch Art, as need-not bate a jot 

Of knowing well the Presbyterian Trot : 

On this ſame Fiadle, I have plaid full ſmart, 

The praiſes of the Rump have Sung with Art, 
And if this be not trac, they let me be, # 
Upon three Corner'd Tyburn hang'd Strangle. 


T have been Airy to Confeſs my Sin, 

And lik* the Wind inconſtant too have been; 
The times did turn my Weather-C:ck abont, 
And ſince that time I have appeared jtont, 
And ſome rood Friends, did therefare me prefer, 
Unto the Office of a Licenſer ; 

And in that Office, you might often ſee, 

- Quovedo's YViſtens, Licenſed Strangle. 


I have a Juſt-Aſs been, and though my Head 
Was thouzht a Sea of Wit, (wherewith I made 
A model of T. O's Narration, for 

To ſham the Plot, and make i#t Presbyter.) 

T own'd the Plot, and yet I oww'd it not, 

T have been Ambo dexter, and have got 

A doxuble face, and ſo it comes to be 

Good people, that I face about Strangle. 


Upon my Faith Pue ſeen a change or two, 
But Strange it is without the leaſt ado; 

T have as often chang'd, and now I take 
Ay Fiddle once again, thereon to make 

£7 Tryal, if I can play Romes delight, 
And troth with eaſe, Pue hit upon it right ; 
Lnd ſo for the quickneſs of my Wit in Fee, 
1 am become Romes Fiadler and Strangle. 


Pm lanched ont, bat if I lanch too far, 

Pm ſure to: meet the ſturdy Rogue Van Carr, 
Whg't paper me with Bullets, till I look 

fuſt like a Ghoſt, and Voyage under Took 

Sha'l be quite ſpojPd, and all her Lading drown'd, 
If my diſtreſſed Ship be run aground; © 
And though for help I fire a Gan, I ſee 

If taken, 1 fhall be well bang'd Strangle. 


It wexes me toth* heart, I cannot uſe 


True Engliſh Colours, that I might. amuſe 
Theſe Rake-hell Raskals, and it grieves me ſore, 
I cannot have the advantage any more, 


| To gull the Vulgar, with the Cheating Cant 


Of a true Charch of England Proteſtant : 
For Oates and Prance, thoſe Tell-rale fellows be, 
The Rognes, that by the Mals anvaild Strangle. 


And now to ſee the pains and toyl I take, 

To keep the Hempen Collar from my Neck, 

By ſuch wayes which may make me Ketches Gueſs, 
In Earneſt Gentlemes's a pretty feſt, 


' And would proveake great Laughter, and I truſt 
; From thence, would be Ridens Heraclitus, = + 


Bleſſing himſelf by th* Broomſtick, for to ſee 
The folly of my Coxcomh work Strangle. 


But now I talk of Feſts, I think *twenld be 

A pretty 7eſt, if I would let folks ſee 

My Worſhip walk abroad, when Parliament 

Is looking after ſuch a Jack a Lent 

As Mr. Towzer, and not ſculk and run, 

As if. I would even fly into a Gun, 

Or elſe with Tayle *twixt Leggs, and yeelping flee 
Into Albanias Cliffs, and lurk Strangle. 


But in good Earneſt Gentlemen, I ſhall 
Be careful how I to ſuch fefting fall, 
Therefore good Sirs, expett no real feſt, 
Until at Tyburn you behold my Creſt, 
For I do purpoſe for 80 keep from thence, 
And to avoid ſo ſad a future Tenſe ; 
Though in my Conſcience, I muſt needs ſay this, 
I do well merit, and deſerve 

: FUMNIS. 
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